NEW-YORK TRIBUNE

WITHOUT DUE AUTHORITY.

From Belgravia.

He stood ut the street corner, looking drearily
Into the growing fug.

A minute or twu before he had been standing
behind the railings in the park, absorbed in an
efturt, altogether unavailing, to save the souls of
bis fellow-citizens in this metropolis of evil. A
fow yards away 4 revoludonary bricklayer—out
of work, and with the strongest private objec-
tivn to being in it—had hurled denunciations at
the inlquitous British constitution to the delight
of himself and the amusement of his audience
and of a couple of placidly smiling policemen
who stood near in that impersonal yet protective
attitude characteristi~ of the force. A little fur-
ther un, & “lightning artist” of tender years fur-
nizhed a quiet antidote to gesticulatory anarchy
by the reproducion on paper of the “Duke of
York's baby,” to a chorus of loyal applause. On
the preacher's other hand, a martyr, whose
moutives his country had ignorantly misunder-
stood, perhaps not without Just ocvcasion, had
related with some feeling, much abuse of au-
thoritde s, and more of thay luckless eighth letter
of the alphabet which 18 the chosen victim of
elogquence ir fustian, the melancholy detalls of
an enforced retreat from public life, which, to
judge by appearances, he had very richly de-
perved When the preacher's audience tired of
bis discourse, they had only to turn their heads
to imbibe Inciplent anarchy and dejected patriot-
ism, or cultivate a healthy admiration for juve-
nile talent ard the reigning house—a combina-
tlon of conflicting sentiments pecullar to Hyde
Park on a Sunday afternoon.

The other orators, however, had fo ?d cam-
pensation for their wrongs in the dr}lig% of air-
Ing them at large. They retired from the ficld of
battle lhioarse, but triumphant. The preacher's
triumph was a question which he could only re-
gard a: much more dubious. In mements of
despall which sometimes fell to his lot, he knew
that hi= congregations merely regarded him as
an int rlude betweon the denunciations of the
politicai bricklayer and the dismal rhetoric of
the ex-thief. But, to do him justice, these mo-
ments were few and far between. He had
fougzht a hard battle from a very carly age, and
detent had ceased to depress him save at odd
times when he was, perhaps, a little colder, hun-
grivy or gadder than It was hig usunl fale to be

A= he stood at the correr a hand was lald on
hi= shoulder, and he turned to find himself face
to face with Dr. Jeff. They had met before, In
plums and hyways, and each man knew enough
of the other's 1ife to respect it | cannot assert
that Jeff is the little doctor's real name, and
pethaga he hus a history, or a mystery, or both
a skeleton which he h'des In the cuphoard at his
shabiby lodgings, with the stale bread and highly
prprofessional cheese which that receptacte con
tains—but 1 am sure that ths Is no kinder soul
in all London, despite his snarls, his sarcasms
and the inexpressihly unorthadox opinions which
be scatiers broadeast in his way All men have
their hopocrisies, and he has his. 1t IR
Hght 10 shack people, to pose as something viry

fe his

Hitle hetter than the archiiend himself, 1 have
geen him suceeed admiranly in hils deception -
with sivingess, Those who know the good little
man kr that he would not willlngly
briiis 0 ‘e« wing, nor offend the dirtiest
and n 15 tabby that serenades his
hard-cained  zlumbers, Even now, as the
preacher turned his white face and tired eyes
apon hin and foreed a smile, there was a char-

ftable =cheme bhrewing In Jeff's mind

Finished spouting?” he asked, gruMy, “Walk
my warv, will vou? Abominahle w !t

He #poke with a savage air. as though the
weather and he were on terms of violent hostil-

fty. Jes manner generally sugegested the feud
bri wd stiletto and other paraphernalia of
med al murder

They walked for gome time in sllence, during
whi b the doctor eved his companion with
bloodthlrsty expression of countenanee

“Jrter glve it up,” he said at la “"Wenaring
gour=elf put for nothing, Al hosh!™

“le ? asgked the preacher, half sadly, “Some-
timies I—1 almaost wish my profession allowed me

to think so, ton, doctor. But it doesn't.”
“Hang your professjon!” Jerked out  Jeff,
#You're not a parson”
“Ever hoen one?”
N
“Then, why in the name of T - SeTSe

don't you go and earn sorie money?

fellow, you're'—
e stopped awkwardly, with a queer glanee at
th« preacher's thin face and shabby clathes,
‘What's the good of preaching?' he went on,
changing his seatenec, “The world went very
will for a great many centuries hefore you were

My good

born; it'll go very well for many more after
you're buried. Let it go!"

The preacher's deep eyes fashed,

“1'l never do that," he said, quistly.

They had walked a considerable way, and Jeff

tlooked up with a well-assumed start of surprise

“Hanged if this fgn’t my Never meant
to bring & i 4ll this way. i in and rest."

The preacher hesitated; but he did not wigh to
give nfferce, and Ny they tramped up thy
rarrow stairs to J sanctum-—a little sitting
roorm with hideons cheap furniture, a flaring
paper, and a table Httersd with books, Tt was all
wvery cheerless very di hut Jeff waved his

guest to a chair with a certain dignity foreign

to his usual manner—a  survival, perhaps, of
other ways af lifs, and of other vicitants than
street preachers.  After all, it §s the man who
makes his surroundings. A parvenu can be vul-
gar In a palace; our little doctor, despite his

bluster, mizght have heen a prince In disguise

S0 the preacher chought as he sat down in the
armohair—hluck, ho hatr covered, and  defi-
elent In the mattes of springs and glaneed
round the room at the well-worn books, at the
oll-stove, which smelt ahominabiy, the cup-
board where the skeleton elattered [ts empty

Jaws amons dry crust= and anclent cheose

aaot o much of a place, is 11?7 sald Jeflt, "We've
known hetter, both of us But It does—unything
does.  lixcusge me, bat T want my supper. Do
you mind my getting b7 Coln don't run to many
eourses. But perhaps you'll help me? Huate wol-
frary meals —always did: bad for the Algestioe
Pah' how that infernal thing does smedl, to
gure!™

Of course the preacher saw through the devii.
and its clumsy kindly delicary touched him as
few things had done of late, He murmured some
eommonplace reply, and procesdad tn fake a ten-
der interest in the retrimming of the stove, 1
ganey there were tears In his tired eyes as he

vl b and thal he hlegso)

fT's STUmMpy v with a fervor which
:,P”:- 1 h Ve T vished the doctor, wih
had roo jved so Nt it wide In L= thme that
e had nutgrawn the us=i Johakdr of expecting it

He dld not look at hig pucst a2 e hanted In
the cupboard il hroog t sueh maodest pro
wision as It containe and sently  the
reacher rose ar d hegan to set ready
n sllance. A= hi 1ifted one u" 1 KA, same-
thing on ita faded cover eaush fin the

brown leather was stamped a coat-of-arms, al-
most indistinguishable by reason of its antiquity
Jeff saw the glance directed toward him, took
the hook from his companion's hand and flung it

| roughly into a corner.
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“Somebody’s aristocratic vulgarity,” he sald
shortly. “What do they want’ to scatter their
stupld quarterings about for? I picked it up sec
ond-hand."”

The preacher went on sliently with his task.
He was quite aware that the hook had not heen
picked up second-hand, but he did not even
Inok as if he doubted Jeffs statement. Only T
think the skeletoa sidled a little rloser to the
cuphoard door. It I8 a thing which all skeletons
will do at times,

The two men sat down at the table and began
thelr supper. They did not talk much at first;
but presently Jeff pushed back his chalr and
glanced acrnss at the preacher,

“T told you a lie just now,” he gald,

The preacher looked up, and the two men's
eyes met,

::I know you did.” he answered, simply.

I thought you didn’'t know. Rather pride my-
self on telling a lie neatly. Learned [t at school—
about the only thing I did learn there. Ah, now
I've shocked vou™

“No," answered the other, sadly. “T1—I am not
easily shocked.”
"New sort of salnt, eh? Well, we've had

about enouch of the old.™

There was silence for a moment, and then Jeff
said:

“How did you know?"

“By the way you flung the book.”

“Ah! I saw you looking at the old shield, and it
hurt. Odd how small things do hurt sometimes.
Perhaps you know that, too?"

| pose 1 was utorthodox -

ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT.

l man, ] was to have gone Into the Church. 1
| wanted to-)

o don’t know how mueh! But I

could not accept everything they told me. I sup-

He stopped. Jeff nodded mute encouragement.
“They rejected me,” said the preacher, slowly.
“Hecause you were honest
wna'
“The only other way.”
“You are a priest, all
through his teeth -
The preacher spood up
““'I!l;mul due ‘authority,” he answered, as he
held out his hand. )
“Aunthority,” sald the little doctor. wasplshly,
“ig not always given to the right man—nor by
the right man."”
But the preacher went away silently. He was
not one of those who spoak evil of authorities

the same,”™ sald Jefl.

It was a month or two later, and London was
In the grip of black, bitter frost. In a doorwiy
in one of the slums, behind the Salamander
Music Hall, Jeff, haggard and anxious, stood
looking at the preacher with something like
despair In his face

“I'm stone broke,” he sald, *and the girl must
have nourishment or she'll die. There's no time
to apply to aay one. (ood God! what are we to
da?"

e stamped desperately on the floor, and then |
stopped. The |

remembered  his  patient and
preacher did not stamp.

“I'll got yon some money,” he sald. “I think I
ecan. Yes' —he shiversrd a little in the cold
draught—"I'm sure 1 can.*

“In an hour?

“Within an hour. T'll go now.”
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“1 know it very well” murmyured the preacher,
with his eves cast Y .

“Thought vou did," =aid Jefl, with a little smile
which had n teuch of frony In it :

The little doctor could never be quite serious
his retrospective melancholy had a d.u:h_ uf
amusement in it e had grown used to the iden
of himsell and the rest of humanity squirn
heneath the dissccting knife of malignant
m'.'i:.-on preaching long about here?' he went on

The preacher looked up, half-nervously.

“No, Why do yon aski”

wnat gtaving long, are von?”

** sald the preacher, with a quiet sound in
wNo, | think 1 shall not stay very

sprang to hiz feet, and then sat dowr
He looked hard at the man's white fiee
Y b There was no fong
g met his steadily.

Jeff,

nEaln.
and it lonked pack a
fn It, and the sad eye

wYhn—you must g0 away,” said

The preacher smiled a it le

"Yes—where—1o the =outh
dear doctar, that's not fir me
Oinee'—he stopped, amd hia ey
eyat now,” he sald again.

Jeft did not speak at once.

“you must leave London, then™

11 is hardly worth while."” .

“yau're a fool, and an enthusiast,” sald Jefr
roughly, yet with a sharp catch in Wis valee,
sput you're good stuff. I've seen you when
man, you're killing yourself!” :

The preacher never wineed., The smille <till
Jingersd on his 1ips, though they wene set tueht

France?® My
leist pnot now
grew dreamy

“1 ean't run away, doctor,” he replied 1
pever did that, and 1 ean™t do it now

vyou weren't meant for this work o you
think 1 have no eyes? Write to your people and
tell them" —

“] have no peoaple” answered the preacher,
and his face was vesy stern

Jeft tilted hlz chalr, waiting, 1t came at last
The preacher caught his eye, and hesitated for
a moment

o[ tald you a

"o on.”

“They threw e aver

He, then,” he sald

My

father Is a elerey

ARTHUR

toposer of the Jubllee Hymn)
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“You're a hrick,” sald Jeff, as he turned on
his hesl. Then the professional slement in Kim
taserted jrself, “Have somwihing to et befors
Yud come out inte this cold agaln, mind,” he
vommaarnde

The gm er nodded, and went away with a
dreary s on his face, orhaps there was a |
Hidden drony in the situation which he alone

could perceive, for he smiled more than once as
he hureied through the darkening strosts to the
Aouse where he had harborage. Onee, as he
passed a lighted church where the cholr was
practising for the morrow and his eyes fell on
h»'l- notice-hoard  the smile very nearly became
tolatgh Yot thers was nothing laughable In
sight. The notlee-board merely bore the suffl-
iently sober information that the Hey. John
Allingham Taylor would preach next day in
that church ’
i preacher hurried
with a white face and futtering breath
ived there, he sat down on a broken chalr
ind  panted,

The room was almost as bare as
those cells whereln the hermits dwelt of old
AL the Jittle personal possesslons which had
vdorned it onee had vanished in that dreadful
winter. All the lit le money which had been
pitld 1o the preacher by the family which had
lisearded him was wone. The only two things
which romained were a large and handsomely

I Rible, lying on the fant of the hed, and

1 little ivory crucifix hanglng asainst the bare
The preacher's eye fell on these and he
«l. Then he got up resolutely, took down

h rucitix, and opened the Riblp, On the fly-
beaf was an Inseription. He tore the page care-
fully our and slipped it into the hreast pocket of
hig thin comt, Then he took up the Bible and
crncliix and went out

Notoan hour later Jeff, In a wretehed attle, |
hont aver o shrunken fMeoare and forced brandy
hotweon B8 lips. At the further end of the
room  two chldren gmall, starved, wolfish-eved

gt over the remnants of a meal Hke wild
hwopsta over a4 bhone, Preosently the little doctor
ave a mattered oxelamation of rellef. The
Tren glanced up, and then retuarned ravenonsly
ta their foml Thelr mother's ayes opened fir a
moment upon Jefi's face, and ghe whisperad 2

! word of thanks

Yes. And lhil[

on, and climbed to his |
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And well she might, for he had
dragged her out of the jaws of death!
Meanwhile the preacher plodded wearily hack
agaln to the shelter of the four hare walls he
called home. He Jdid not hurry this time. Very
|s|-rwl}' he climbed the creaking stairs, and al-
most staggered Into the room. It was growing
dark. and the cold was intense. The preacher
| sat down, and his eyes involuntarily sought the
| nall where thé little crucifix had hung. Invol-
| untarily, too, his hand drew out the page which
he had torn from the Bible, He bent over it and
read the Inscription—was it the twilight which
made the leiters dance and sway? ., . . It
was very cold, and the Jarkness seemed to come
[r_‘lns!-r every moment. Perhaps It was only his
weakness that made [t seem s0 dark and frees-
ing. He thought of Jeff and his work with &
curious gladness that <hi't out the falling night,
Then a great weariness seized him, and he rose
and tried to ernas the room, The darkness was
whirling round him now, and he fell on hils
knees beside the bed.

Jeff, coming In late that night to tell him of
his success, found him there kneeling beneath
| the nail where the crucifix had hung. He did
| mot answer when the little doctor called to him,
| and a lghted match revealed the fact that he
| had slipped from a world which had rejected
him as a man of na account. The bare room
told a sflent story that brought tears Into Jefs
eyes,

And in the dead preacher's hand was a piece
af crumpled paper, unon which was written
“John Alllngham Taylor,” and a date—that
was all.

In a eertain church on the following morning
the Rev. John Allingham Tavlor preached, te
the great edification of his audience and himaslf.
It was a charlty sermon, and It iz popularly
supposed to have bheen the finest thing which
that eongregation had sat out far some time,

But Jeff. who occasiopally attended that as-
gembly, roge In the middis of the dlscourse and
went out with a heart full of hMtterness, Those
gtudied periods 413 not edify him. He remem-
herod o finer sermon—and It= text was a man's
life. Tt was that aof the priest who had preached
without due anthority.

BIR ARTHUR SULLITAN.

Sir Arthur Sul'ivan’z faca familiar to the
Amerlean public chiefly from pletures repre-
senting him as rather a young man, with very
dark hair and mustache, as he appeared aboat
twenty ar more vears agn, at the beginning of
Eis long series of popular successes with oper-
etta. But Sir Arthur Sulllvan to-day, as he 1a
shown hy the 'fkene=a printed In The Tribune,
iz an elderly, grav-halred man, looking rather
more like a prosperous hanker In the o'ty than
one of the most fertile and ingenious musicians
that Iingland possesses,  The Queen’s Jubllee
brought Sir Arthur Sullivan again prominently
tefore the publie by his Jubilse hymn, which
was reprinted in The Tribune a week ago, and
also by his ballat, “Victorla and Merrle Eng-
land,” which was recently produced in London,
representing the pleturesque features In a thom-
sand years of English history. Sir Arthur I
now about fifty-five years old and wears his
years and his honors easily.
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) PROSPEROUS,

IHE LOOKED Tt
From The 5t Louis Globe-Democrat,
Two men were standing in Sixth and Pins

sta, yesterday afternoon in the cool shadow of
| a bullding ‘Theelder was mopping his brow and

| watching the people who passed. Suddenly he
| touched his companion on the arm.

vSee that girl in the sallor hat—the pretty
one over there? She's going Into that pawn=

shop,
| “liinw do I know? I don't krow exactly; it's
a kind of Instinct.”
| The girl looked cautiously abcut, gazed at the
| array in the window of the shop and walked on
| "She'll be back in a minute’ sald the man
who had spoken before, “She will look around
| again, and, when she thinks no one secs her,
| slip in. There, she's coming back!”
| The girl had turned on the corner and was
retracing her steps. Sure enough, she paused
‘ before the open door, looked up and down the
street and went in. Five minutes later she
| came out and walked rapidly away.
|1 don’t know how I can tell them, but | can
invariably pick them out. Never been known teo
fail. Say, d'you see that fellow coming up the
| street—he in the light suit? He just came from
| the poolrooms, prubably, 1s broke and Is going
' in to ‘hock’ his watch, Yes, he's coming up this
I knew he'd

| way., There, what did I tell you?
go in'"

His friend nodded. “That is pretty good, bat
I'll make a bet | can do the same thing. Bet
you a fiver"

*Pne”

“Well, that elaerly gentleman who just got

off the car will 20 in *here. The one with the
diamonds, 1 mean”
“Never! I'd like to double that bet."”

“] take youw See, he's golng right up to the

| door. There, he's going in. Ha! ha! what did
I tell you? Ten dollars, pleass” and the
vounger man held out his hand. The first ob-

server drew out a roll and gave him two $3
bills
“You T
miind
how

remarked. “Have a
If 1 do. But do yom
you knew he'd go Im

are right,™
drink? Yesa don't
mind telling me
there
“Not

You see, he owns the place™
.
A UNITED PAMILY.

Lord Monkswell in The North Amarican Review,

The value attached by the poor, and even by
those who are not in the depths of poverty, to
decent surroundings in family life, Is a very
variable quantity. Decent lodging 8 not by any
means universally regarded as one of the prime
necessiries of life. Ococaswonally it s relvgated
to quite a back seat

An instance was given before the Commilssiom
of & family of seven persons-
grown-up sons, and three gro
all livipg in one room.  With them this
ment wag a matter of cholee, not nece
they earncd betwesn them about £7 a4 week—
more than £330 a year -and even fro
landlord they could no doubt |
rent anocther room or two Ha
down the item of rent to an e

at all

mini-
muin, they determined to have & thorouehly good
time, and this is how the wittiess deseribes thelr
“In the evening they would all go
aut to the musie halls, and to the theatres. Om
Saturday afternoon they would rake five tickets
for some omnitiug or conveyance that was

Tiacible

procecdings:

I"lu'h
going into country, and on
wonld o ta Relghton and to other placea

Sunday they

the



